SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
And men who suffered, move them on this day,
Taking the deadly love of death away,                          ^
That even now is stealing over them,
While still they gaze upon the ocean's hem,
Where their undoing is if they but knew5.
But while she spake, still nigher Argo drew
Unto the yellow edges of the shore,                                $j
And little help she had of ashen oar,
For as her shielded side rolled through the sea,
Silent with glittering eyes the Minyae
Gazed o'er the surge, for they were nigh enow
To see the gusty wind of evening blow                          70
Long locks of hair across those bodies white,
With golden spray hiding some dear delight;
Yea, nigh enow to see their red lips smile,
Wherefrom all song had ceased now for a while,
As though they deemed the prey was in the net,             75
And they no more had need a bait to set.
But their own bodies fair beyond man's thought;
Under the grey cliff, hidden not of aught
But of such mist of tears as in the eyes
Of those seafaring men mighc chance to rise.                    80
A moment Jason gazed, then through the waist
Ran swiftly, and with trembling hands made haste
To trim the sail, then to the tiller ran,
And thrust aside the skilled Milesian man,
Who with half-open mouth, and dreamy eyes,                  85
Stood steering Argo to that land of lies;
But as he staggered forward, Jason's hand
Hard on the tiller steered away from land,
And as her head a little now fell off
Unto the wide sea, did he shout this scoff                          90
To Thracian Orpheus: 'Minstrel, shall we die,
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